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THE BISHOP MD THE BABY.

tound. were stanch and tender In

beautiful, surprising ways.
"And you will surely find their

hearts some day," he said. "And once

found, you'll never lose them or for-

get."
Doris, listening, tried to believe and

understand and gather courage. But
the bishop, while he talked, was think-

ing of the harshness of her transplanti-
ng, and of "pa" sitting on tho piazza
sweet with honeysuckle, looking north,
another old man longing for his little
girl.

Now It was time for lamp-lightin- g

and supper-getting- , and presently the
minister came in from his drive over
the hills, a little man lost In his great
ulster.

The supper was a merry little meal.
Not even when he was entertained

Victoria had the bishop been
more delightful. He made the weary
little minister laugh like a boy, and
the baby pounded the table with his

teaspoon in his appreciation of the
fun. The bishop's eyes twinkled a
little as Doris passed him the bread,
for she asked, "Do you all like Mary-
land biscuit, sir? I didn't dare to
have any, because people up here
don't like it. Even Herbert doesn't
like it."

"It's delicious, said the bishop.
"And I haven't had any for five

years."
"We'll have some for breakfast,"

said Doris, beaming.
After supper they left the bishop

and the baby to sit cozily by tho Are.

The rector had to excuse himself to

wipe the dishes for Doris. The baby
drowsed against the bishop's shoulder,
and the bishop smiled to himself a lit-

tle as, through the open door, he
watched the certor's laborious polish-

ing cf every plate.
The evening confirmation service

followed close on the
The bishop and the rector left Doris
to follow with the baby, for of course
the baby went to church. Doris had
answered the bishop's inquiry in sur-

prise at his surprise. She could not
go herself unless baby went. She al-

ways bundled him up well, and he
usually went to sleep and was very
good.

The frame church wa3 crowded to

"Yes. little boy." saici tee mv
He's going to

"Yes, grandpa's lure.
get baby's milk ready. You light the

milk Isand thethis way.
ready here In this pan. It will be hot

presently. Then grandpa must taste

,o see If it's all right." The baby

was watching the process through the

bars of the crib. "Then you pour it

Into the bottle through this funnel,

an pop on this little rubber thlns-um-bob- .

and here we are."
The bishop laid the bottle on the ta-

ble and arranged a rocking-chai- r care-

fully beside it; then ho went to the
little boy,crib. "Come to grandpa,

he said, lifting up baby and wrapping

the blanket about him. Ho seated
Mmself In the rocking-chai- and held

the bottle to the baby's eager lips.
The bishop's heart was full of a great
contentment. He bowed his Hps to

the baby's head. How soft and warm

and helpless the little body felt! In

that hour the baby belonged to him,

for there was no one else in all the
house to take care of him but the

bishop.
"He'll go right to sleep again,

Doris had said; but It would surely
be better to hold him Just a little
while. The little while lengthened to

an hour. In the silent house there
was no sound but the crackling now

and then of the wood stoves, banked

for the night, and the soft sound of

the bishop's rocker.
One after another, In the village

gardens, the roosters began to crow

In the morning. The baby had long
been sound asleep, but he might wake
If he laid hlra down; besides, It was

all too sweet for the bishop to leava
off yet.

Doris was aghast when she came
in upon him, tired and happy, tbe ba-

by sleeping in his arms.
"But he's been asleep a long time!"

cried Doris. "Y'ou might have put
him down."

"I didn't want to put him down,"
answered the bishop.

The bishop was roused from his

morning nap by a great pounding.
What was It, that regular thump,
thump, falling on some soft substance.
Oh, yes, he remembered, with a smiie.
that'was Maryland biscuit. He found
Doris setting the breakfast table. Shi'
was a little dark about the eyes, but
radiantly happy.

"You were right, bishop," she told
him. "about the people up here. 1

don't guc-- s l'va. understood before.
Duncan Speers was easier when we

left, and Mrs. Speers kissed me when
I came away."

There was an appetizing snieil or

crisping bacon. "Do you all like your
eggs turned, sir?" asked Doris, from
the kitchen.

"Y'es, and the yellow done hard,
please!" called back the bishop, who
was dancing the laughing baby on his
knee In the morning sunshine.

Breakfast was another cheery meal.
Such Maryland biscuit as they were,
so golden and rounded on the outside,
so within! The bishop
ate four, and Doris glowed with de-

light.
"I wish ou didn't have to go this

morning, bishop," said the rector.
"And so do I," said Doris.
"And to do I," said the bishop.
"And so does the baby," said his

mother.
But the leave-takin- had to come.

The rector, in his long ulster and
cap pulled over his ears, stood In the
hall, holding the bishop's bag. The
bishop lingered to bid good by to Dor-
is and to the baby In her arms.

"Before I say good bye," the bishop
was sayfng, "I want to ask you a great
favor. I want you to lake this. Tho
baby will take it, perhaps, because we
played grandpa lastynight." He press-
ed a tiny green roll Into the babv's
fist.

"I want you and the baby to go to
see that other grandpa," he continu-
ed. "Don't say no until I've made
you understand a little. I had a
daughter and she died, she and th?
little one together." For a moment
the bishop's lips showed a pitiful,
palsied trembling, that brought the
tears to Doris's eyes. "For my lit-
tle girl's sake, will you take this and
go to Kentucky?"

"Y'es," whispered Doris. The tears
were running down her cheeks. She-trie- d

to say thank you. Then she
Just said, holding out her hand In
good-by- :

"I was tired when you came. I feel
rested now."

The bishop was kissing the baby
good by. "I think I feel rested, too,"
he said. Youth's Companion

Secret of the Business.
At a dinner in Washington Dr. Har-

vey W, Wiley, the government's food
expert, said as the coffee was served:
"What delicious filtered coffee. This
Is not like some coffee I have seen.
And now I am reminded of an Inci-
dent that happened In my native
Kent. A Kent boy, a grocer's son, was
undergoing an oral examination. "Tell
uie, jnease, tuiu me examiner, where
coffee comes from?' The boy blushed
and hung his head, "I ain't allowed to
tell that, sir, he faltered, 'It's a Becret
of the business.' "

The total trade of the Philippine Is-
lands last year was: Imports, 'export. 33.0S7ie7.

They once believed the world wai in.,And thai the sun ai alwava movir' '

A theory that few would dure '
To think Just then about dinprovh.

Tiny thought tbe planets made of iAnd wrote no end of book about h

Which common folk would muih aa,,
It wasn't very wle to doubt It.

Old Galen and Hippocrates
Told us a lot utujut our bodies

And uges since liave pul'l tin lr I'hTo dull disciples of then, nnddie.
They bled and blistered Iuiik hoFiom scarlet ftver to the
And harpl'y they did not kunw '

We'd turn their science

How metals bane might be trammii...'
And all their theories In turn sj

fiu e ween uccenuiuiiy reiuied.
II 1 IUBI iimv ill iui ii n ttuy

I know that I should be quite nnjThat's why srrmll knowledge I dim,ii?
Tm waiting till they get tilings inl,,
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"Waiter, one of these oysters
bad." "Well, sir, you'll see I've give

you two extra." The Tatler.
Guest "I want to send a mesa?

upstairs." Clerk "Have to wait, u
dame, till 'Front's' back." Baluma,
American.

"Grandfather," began Jimmy, u V

gazed thoughtfully at the aged En
shining head, "why don't you tt.

yourself a hair-raisin- story? " Judj-

"Now, Pat, would you sooner
your money or your life?" "Wt;
me lolfe, yer reverence; I want t--

money for me old age." Philadeiptj
Inquirer.

"What Is meant by naturalization
"Naturalization Is the process b

means of which an evicted Irish te;

ant becomes an American pollcemat
Cleveland Leader.
"Have you ever lored and lost

sighed the swain. "Nope," respond

the maiden, promptly. "I've w

every breach of promise suit I ert

brought." Cleveland Leader.
"What's all that cannonading'

"They are firing the salute ot tts

States forty-si- guns." "Wow!

you hear that? The gyn must ban

blown up!" "No, that's for OkU

noma." Cleveland Plain Dealer.
I spent some of my salary toda;

I think even a married man has tt.

right to do so." "There's a great da.

to be said on that subject." "Well,

guess my wife will be ecjual to sayin

it all." Louisville Courier-Journ-

"Y'es," remarked the race horse, "i
my achievements have been due sli
ply to putting my best foot forward"
"Y'es?" replied the mule. "Now I fin:

that I accomplish most by putting it:

best foot backward." Philadelphia
Press.

The McSklnner ""Twa shillln'
gang to Holborn! Nay. nay. Bu- t-

weel I'll toss ye, double or quit

Sporting Cabby "Well I'm golf

that way nny'ow so 'ere goe

"Ends!" The McSklnner "Heads'

Weel, ye've won. So I'll Jlst nae u

walk!" Punch.

Convalescing victim of auto sec:

dent "I woke up and found the he

Welsh rabbit. I recognized it as tv

wife's cooking, but It was better m

soiled than the average." ul

saints! we couldn't ImagiK

what had become ot that other nu

tard Jflaster." Judge.
Theatrical Manager "So you thli

you can stand tbe arduous duties of

variety actor? You know In this plv
we find occasion to throw you down

thirty-foo- t flight of stairs Into a barrt
of rain water." HungTy Applicant-"O- h.

I guess I can stand that, all rigf
I was a tax collector for three yean'

Chicago Dally.
Mr. Cad "Can I see that burgla'

who was arrested for breaking Into m;

house last night?" Inspector (n

tatingly) "Well, I don't know. Wfc

do you want to see him for?" Mr. &
"Oh, there's nothing secret about l;

I Just wanted to find out how be ma;

aged to get into the bouse withot

waking my wife." Illustrated Bin.

A Mistaken Situation.
A rather elderly gentleman steppf

on a Fifth avenue car la Plttsburf'
about eleven o'clock the other d

after giving the conductor '

plicit directions to wake him whe'

the car reached Federal street se

sound asleep. When he had rirld-

about half a dozen blocks beyov
Federal street a sudden lurch of tr
car wakened him.

Kunning bis eyes he looked out r

the window and seeing where be wi

angrily accosted the conductor thus

"Conductor, why didn't you wake f
up as I told you? Here I am hail
mile past my house."

"I did try, sir." responded the c

ductor. "but all I could get you to fl
was. 'All right. Mary, get the chil l"
their breakfast and 1 11 b5 down

minute.' "Brooklyn Life.

M. KIBKLAND.

hand to the little girl whose face had

appeared over the back of the seat in

front, staring stolidly at him. He won
her smile at last, but when he asked
her to come and sit with him she tum-

bled down sheepishly Into her place,
and would have nothing more to do

with him. He wished she had come,
for he was lonely. He wondered If

he had put everything Into his tag.
He missed his own little girl so much
when it came to packing! She had al-

ways taken care of that, and of his
letters and his vestments and his

pudse and his engagements, of every-

thing. He should never get used to
doing without her. Five years since
she hid gone, and he seemed only to
miss her more.

The train was stopping again. On

the platform Just outside the bishop's
w indow stood a rugged old man. muf-

fled up to the ears, peering into the
car. The stolid little girl in the seat
In front Jumped up. shouting, "Grand-

pa, grandpa, grandpa!" The bishop
tried to wave her a goodby, but she
did not see him; she was burled In

the little old man's embrace.
There had been a time when the

bishop had thought a child's voice
would some day call him "grandpa,"
but the little lips had been cold be-

fore he could kiss them. Sometimes,
as he traveled, the bishop would fancy
that all on the car were going toward
their own kin. going to be welcomed
by children, parents, sisters, brothers

all but him. Every day for him
there was the shaking of strange
hands, the speaking to strange faces.

The bishop heard his station called,
and rose stiffly.

"I miss the little girl today," he
said to himself. "I'm afraid I'm a lit-

tle tired for visiting."
Tli? brakeman sprang to carry the

bishop's bag. People always helped
the bishop. Evi ry s'ranger was his
friend. Perhaps it was because of
the infum s;oop of the shoulders un
der the old tae overcoat; perhaps It

was his sweet, absent-minde- eyes:
p- rh.'ips it was his smile, the smile of
a lit-.l- child on the lips of an old man.

The rector had gone to a funeral off
on the bleak hills, and so old Daniel
Springer met the bishop at the train,
and escorted him to the rectory, shuf-

fling away at the door, however, not
accepting Doris's invitation to enter.

He left the bishop staring in sur-

prise. From the gray outside world
the door had opened on a picture that
caused him. poet and artist as he was,
a keen delight. This was hardly the
minister's wife he had expected, this
girl with the rosy baby on her arm
a slender girl In black, a knot of old
lace at her throat, with rich, dark col-

or, great brown eyes, brown braids
piled high on her head, vivid, parted
lips, which showed still an expression
wistful and appealing. Just so the
little girl's lips had looked when he
had come back to her after long ab-

sence.
A rich Southern voice was bidding

him welcome. Ail Dorii's shyness was
gone. She led the bishop to the roar-

ing wood stove in the little room that
In the whiter was dining-roo- and
parlor hpth in one. The baby was
tumbled on the floor. Doris was help-
ing the bishop off with his overcoat,
pushing a footstool to his feet. The
kettle could be heard singing in the
kitchen. In an instant a cup of steam-

ing tea was ready. This drunk, the
baby would no longer be disregarded.

The bishop lifted him to his knee.
They danced and trotted and "patty-caked- "

and went to Banbury Cross.
Then the baby settled to a long and
silent scrutiny of the bishop's watch,
only now and then lifting bis head for
a smile of sympathetic understanding
from the bishop. It was all very coin-fo- i

table. Doris drew her little low
rocker up to the bishop's knee and
began to darn a little sock.

' Ga ga-g- ga!" gurgled the baby.
"He Is saying grandpa," said Doris.

And then she never knew how It hap-
pened that she told it all to the bish-

op, all that she had previously told
only to the baby. Afterward she was
surprised at herself, but the bishop

ad long ceased to be surprised that
people should tell him many things on
brief acquaintance. He thought It
one of the beautiful compensations
sent him for his loneliness.

"I'm the youngest," Doris told him.
"I'm twenty-two- . Mother died when I
was little, and I was the last one left
heme with pa." ,

The bishop knew the names of all
the sisters and brothers, of all the
darkles on'the place, too, even of all
the horses, and understood all the
Iree. happy-go-luck- life.

"People are so different up here!"
Do: Is was saying.

Then the bishop spoke for a little
Tit lie. He told her how well he had
known the South in bis youth, but how-wel- l

he had come to know these peo-

ple of the North, too. in going about
among them for forty y.ear. They
were atern, he admitted, slow to ac-

cept stranger; but their hear onoa
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Heaven had made him a urnst com-

panionable baby. From the first be

bad possessed an unusual evenness cl
health and disposition. No matter
how bitter the drafts roared through
the little rectory, Master Baby never

caught cold. Whooping-coug- and

measles, scarlet fever, even might

sweep the village ; baby smiled on un-

scathed.
Baby's chnracter, also, was one or

indomitable cheerfulness, in a little

parish in northern New York there
may be other anxieties than the high

price of coal and beefsteak; but ves-

tries, choirs and diocesan appropria-
tions fretted baby no more than did

the coming of a lower tooth. He gur-

gled and crowed and "patty-caked- ,

nd found life at one year old a de-

lightful thing. It was well for the

Minister's girl-wif- that he did.
A warmhearted Kentucklan. Doris

found other things than the weather
cold In this Northern village. Two

years before she had come here with

her husband, fifteen years her senior,
with such high thoughts of being help-

ful to his people. But the people
were so difficult for her to understand,
these farmers who toiled so hard,
these women who lived In their kitch-

ens, and who obviously did not wish

her to drop In on them In the morn-

ings. Only three or four times in two
vears had Doris been Invited out to a

meal. Much oftener than that had

she entertained the parUuloners at
little suppers, where they sat silent

and critical, and would not touch her

Marvland biscuit. Somehow the
thought ot the Maryland biscuit ran-

kled. Two years of disappointment
they hal lici-- for Doris, her girlish
impulsiveness growing slowly chilled.

Yet Doris was plucky. To the min-

ister, serious, dull, ntter'.y unselfish,
she seemed the blithest little wife in

the world. It was only to the taiv-th-

talked, and that only I cause lie
could not utul. rsti.nd.

They were sitting, mother and baby,
by the uncurtained front window,
looking down the snowy village street.
They were dressed for company. Both
dresses had come out of the last mis-

sionary box. Doris wore a heavy
black silk, which had evidently be-

longed, in its previous existence, to
some stout matron, for a'.l Doris's
skill could not niter It to a semblance
of her slender figure: the gown still

bulged and billowed hopelessly. Baby
had the opposite trouble with his
frock. Doris could not resist the

dainty embroidery, ami she had some-

how squeezed the fat little body into
the sheer muslin, and baby had gur-

gled so uproariously at the process
that he had burst out two buttonholes
at once.

It still lacked half an tour of train-time- .

Doris was talking to the baby.
Her voice was rich and sweet, full of

rising inflections and slurred conso-

nants not expressible by print.
"Do you-al- l know why you're so

dressed up. son? The bishop is com-

ing to see you. He only comes once
in two years, you know, and you'll be
a big boy when he eomos asain. He's
a very great man, baby. He writes
hooks, and we sins his hymfi.s
in church. He's known nil over
the world. He's been entertain-
ed by Queen Victoria, and r.ow

he's going to be entertained by
us! O baby, I'm so afraid of him
I'd like to run down cellar and hide:
Mother's a naughty girl, baby; seems
like she don't feel much like having
company, anyway."

Doris rocked silently, gazing down

the wintry street, looking south, to-

ward Kentucky. "The bishop is rlht
old, I reckon. I wonder if he looks
like grandpa, baby. Baby, say grand-
pa. Say it!"

"Gaga-gaga!- replied the dutiful
ton.

'O baby, I wish grandp3 could see
you. I wish I could take you to him.
I want hlru to see you now. But we'll
never have money enough, never. It
would take fifty dollars; it 's so far
away. It's spring there; they're
planting now. Oh, if I could only see
our place and all our folks, and pa,
seems like I could come back and not
he blue!" There came a gust of tears,
quickly mopped away od baby's peal- -

coats. "I mustn't get my eyes rid,
with company coming."

The train wheezed and trembled,
tugging along the up grade of the
branch road. For thirty miles It ap-
peared to stop at every cross-road- , to
atop lo'ns enough, too, for the train
men to get off and clap their arms to
their bodies for warmth, and bellow
out to the station hangers-o- above
the rattle of the milk-cans- .

There was only half a car for
the other half was for bag-

gage. The passenger section was
cold. The car seats were springless,
and Jolted unmercifully. The bishop
knew be should be stiff on the mor-
row, and even now a draft from the
rattling window started a twinge in
his right shoulder.

lie was shivering ai be held out his

overflowing. People came from ev-

erywhere to hear the bishop, and yet
old Daniel Springer's criticism of his
preaching was perhaps true: "I can't
remember what he says. All I know-is- .

after he's through, I feel like shak-

ing hands with every man, woman,
and child in church."

t the bishop found that he
had hard work to keep from preaching
to only one person, the girl who sat
In the front pew at his right, and held
a gray woolen bundle pressed against
her heart, and had great brown eyes
and a mouth wistful with homesick-
ness.

After service Doris saw the people
acting as she had never seen them act
alter chinch. No slinking out of
their pews with looks neither to right
or left, but a moving about among
themselves with handshaking and a

for every one. Hand-

shaking for Doris, too, In abundance;
she grew radiant with the warmth of
It.

As soon as the bishop came out of
' the vestry, how they surged to speak

to him, and how warmly he spoke to
them, remembering all, Inquiring fcr
all news of these two years. The pe
pie, for their part, did not need to
ask the bishop about himself; la those
two years he had aged so much. Some
of them turned away with quick tears.

Doris waited for the bishop until all
the congregation had left the church,
They had brought a lantern on ac-- j

count of the bishop's falling sight, a!-- I

though the stars and snow made the
night luminous.

The bishop went up to his room
early,, but not to go to bed. He had
Just seated himself to read when there
came a tapping at his door. There
stood Doris, hooded and cloaked, a
btrange, glad excitement in her face.

"They've sent for me!" she exclaim-
ed. "Duncan Speers Is suddenly much
worse, and his wife is all alone with
him and the children, and they've
sent for Herbert, and sent for me!
They never sent for me before. But,"
she hesitated, "I don't know bow long
we shall be gone, and there's the ba-

by's milk could you " She stopped.
"Of course I could," said the bishop.

"But how do you do it?"
"Come in our room; I'll show you.

Here's the You light It
here, and the milk Is all ready in this
pan. You pour it through this funnel
Into the bottle. He usually wakes up
about half-pas- t one, and all he wants
is his milk. He'll go right to sleep
again. Will It be very much trouble
for you? If thought you'd know how
much I want to go to them."

"It will be fun!" declared the bish-

op, radiant and boyish. "Is he all
right now?" peering Into the crib.

"Oh, yes. You all can go to bed If

you'll leave the doors open. You'll
hear him when be wakes up."

The bishop did go to bed, but not
to sleep. He was much too happy for
that Twice he stole In to find baby
still slumbering soundly. When one
o'clock came tbe bishop got up, put
on bis dressing-gown- , and sat folding
his watch, listening. At baby's first
whimper he was at the side of the
crib. Baby blinked up at 'him, then
laughed and crowed, "Gagagaga!''


